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No Riddle. 





§ IX Brothers / have, 1 the youngelt but one, 
et to him of all feven Refpelt is moje (bown : 
Poor me, the moft difmal of ail Planets, rales ; 


By jewes 1 am worlhipp'd bal jhe ill by Fools. 


innen to wear, 


You Jeldom fhall fee me clean 


With Gloves always dirted, yet powder'd my Hair. 


f "ya this Paper that’s now in your Hand, 
Jind fo l have done e’er ‘aye it began. 
Z ftay in this World ’till the Clock fhall ffrike One, 


Zhen I die for a Week, and after return. 
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A Riddle. 


T HO’ Chriftian in my Front is writ, 
I] never was Baptizd, as yet. 

The Holy Text I oft miftake, 

And dare the World eternal make. 

Tho’ Orthodox, to Idolls given, 

Serve God, and all the Hotts of Heaven ; 

Tho mean my Birth is, and obfcare, 

i mate th’ Immortal Gods in Power. 

I make it Thunder, make it Rain, 

Then calm the Elements again 

With my/tick Words; and when I .pleafe, 

Command the Air to Thaw or Freene. 

Tho Dull. I'm courted by the Wife, 

On whom 1 palm ten thoufand Lies. 

Tho many hundred Years I've told, 

Yet none can truly term me Old. 

Cinlike the Phacnyx, “J expire, 

Ofttimes in Frojt, but ne'er in Fire, 

And fill the Son Jucceeds the Sire. 
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To Phillis Mourning forthe Death of her 
Husband. 


T) Hillis, in vain,thofe Tears you fhed, 

t Jn vain in broken Sighs you greive; 

Tie Dead, the One, no more will move, 
Than t other Phillis us decervg. 

But fince the wit hed World has made 
Fathion ix Grief, aswell as Drefs, 
Enough, 0 Confcience you have Ait, 
Enough J fancy too, you gu 
Grief in thofe Eyes but whets Defre, 
hilt Pity does to Pafftom tuxn ; 
Spite o th Floods we feel the Fire, 
As Bombs amid? the Water barn, 


OF Old the fam'd Ephefian Lafs, 
Thar greatly greiv'd, and wept like you, 


Admitted of a warm Embrace, 
The lovely Corps jhe mourn’din View: 
Her Lord once Dead, was foon forgot, 
For with his Life, her Love too fled; 
She wifely chofe the luckier Lor, 
And for the Quick, forfook the Dead. 


——— 
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On a Lady’s Orange. 


Hence this ? has Venus then vefign'd the 
Prize, 

Naked fhe won, expos'd to Mortal Fyes 2 
Fuji Goddefs! who, to the fire Beauty due, 
( Her felf lefs fair) the Fruit refigns to you. 
With Balls, like this, ya /wift Avianta a ‘d, 
And on the panting Youth beffow'd the Maid. 
E74 yin been there, and thrown this in the Chafe; 
Mippomenes 4d frop'd, Atlanta wor the Race. 
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A Catch on Bowling. By 7.0. 


Some People miffake us “a ignorant Souls, 
When we ory, Rub or Flee to our innocent Bowls 
But they are the Fools, 4é yun plainly may fee, 

Fur the Bowls are all made of Lignun Vite. 





On Mr. L------b, an Oxford Schollar, who 
Died upon the Spot Drinking. 


Di Rochefter like L---b 2. not half fo Brave ; 
He tarn’d bis Pace; L---b boldly met the Grave = 
He left the Chafe, loath [0 re/ign his Breath ; 
_ Jwallon’d him; L-—-b bravely fwallow'd 
eath. 
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Upon Mrs. DuRucl. By Mr. Sam. Phillips, 


Ods, how fhe feps! fee how the blufhing Fair, 
With nimble Feet, divides the yielding Air, 
As tho fhe’dthrow the common Method D | 


And teach us not to Walk, but how to F y! 


Look with what Art the Nymph difplaysber Charm: ; 


Obferve the curling Motions of her Arms! 
See in what Folds her flowing Garments ftream ; 
At once they. cool 4 Lindh upatlame 
In e’ery Brea, but her's! -- {he’s till the fame. 
She, like chaff Cynthia, does on all Men fhine, 
But to Endymion fhe w only tind : 
Ill-forted Fate! that only One mmujt be 
Repriew'd from Death, enjoy Felicity, 
While Thoufands daily do difpair, and die, 

| Upon 
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a O H! war 1 plac’d upon y 


Where fragrant Sweets, 


‘ Hills of Snow, 
and Sweets of Hybla 


b grow - i 
; Ok! was IL happy as that {miling Role, 
4 Which there li does its Hi ad difclofe ; 
‘ Like that, with Foy, 1 cond my Life refign, 
:7 And blefs the Hand that cropt me in the ime « 
ee For charming Celia 7 naive n bef OF, 
ae A Heav'n of Foy, on happy Man below, 
] > She, like ab Po Day, with radiant Light, 
be (hates the gloomy Horrors of the Night : 
nag And as fair Flora inthe bloomy Spring. 
— Eternal Foys, eternal Pleafgres bring. 
. Ob! happy Role! I con'd for ever reff, 
i | 4 Had I thy place upon her donny Br eaft ; 





And noe like thee, i’ th’ Compafs of one Day, — 
Hang down my Head, and drooping fade away. 
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F é Ccrinna fled from Happinefs. By Mr. L----, 
; and fet by him. 


HY” time when fir? Corinna 

Blefs'd this lonely filent Grove, 
Without fearing, 

a Or defpairing 

i 2 Thought of none but me and Love. 

& 
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" Bu: now aac! Corinna’s fled 

mit 9 From her fincerer Foys 
at To tafe: the vain and poor Delight 
nye Of gaudy Pomp and Notfe, 


oe O turn, Corinna, lide the Dove 

ve Zo Noah, in Difreft; 

| te Fly quick, put on the Wings of Love, 

| With all his Tendsrnsfi, 
e And once again your Strephon blefs. 





‘ ; To his Miftrefs, who was to be Enjoy’d 
a Pom by huis Rival. 


£ ,* M Adam, / know my Ruin ts decreed, 
a4 Nor for fuch Charms can I refufe to bleed: 
= My Love were mean, com'd I love at that rate, 
‘ To wilh your Mifchief, to prevent my Fate: 
1} Yer while you kill, 1 may your Pity crave, 
2 And you may pity what you mult not fave. 
,@ My Rival mujt the boundlefs Heav'n enjoy, 
¢ Yet feem at leaf unwilling to de/troy, 
_— Nor triumph o'er me: Grant that little All, 
.z q | And let me then, like Ephigenia, fall ; 
| Pi iy, Whom wien her Father cow’d not, wou'd not fave, 
_ Nor ouglt ; be figh'd to fend ‘er to the Grave. 
> Seok ¥ Then will ] hifs the Pate by which I die, 
i To think your Blifs raisdon my Deftiny. 
a Yes, 1 will,fall, and to my Rival give 
? What I can ne'er refizn, thy Charms, and live. 
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Upon Mrs. X. Fl--m--ng’s Singing , Celia 
has a and Charms. By AF. 
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| ie W HEN Celia’s thoufand Charms Celinda 

ee 4 me, 

7 4 Jen thoujand of ker own the Fair difplays : 


So Virgil to she Field bis Hero brings, 
Gives him the Laurel, reaps bimjelf the Bays. 


~ "Tis Heav’n, fhe fings, to be in Celia’s Arms, 












Where num’ rous Foys,to make us blefs'd, combine : 
But frronger much, we muff confefs, thofe Charms, 
Where Heav’n does .- its own Celinda join, 

er gen’rous Song affifts to raife oar Flame. 
ae Hour ool Fy i adds Celia's Face. 
Celinda, but continue fill the fame, — 

In vain fhall ee oe cee Celia grace. 


But whilit you praife the Nymph fo wond'rous fair, 
Her Lover railing at the Filt we find, 

For ever after I'd with Foy defpair, 
Com’d 1 but fay Celinda once was kind. 
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On a Suit of Old Arras Hangy 
with Scripture Stories. B 









Hat Lady there, was for fair RachePWrdce, 
She might pafs Rill, but that her Eyes are bad ; 
But yet to quell a Sifter’s Pride, we may a 
Rachel fuppofe to be Blear-Eye'd, as Leah. 
Here, Midwife round (hild’s Arm, ties twiftful Red, 
The Child and Midwife’s gone, but there’s the 
Thread. 

Here Sodom once, and fair Gomorrah /food, 
But for their Crimes, from Heav'n a fiery Flood 
Their beauteous Buildings. into A/bes turn’d, 
You fee the Arras fing’d, where they were barn’d. 
Here.David does the Alen of Gath contronl 
Their Swords and Spears sake ev ry one a Hole . 
And as in Soldiers Maimiets a great Grace is, 
So here’ shalf Legs, half Arms, and fome half Faces. 
Lo! here the Harlot won'd the Dead divide, 
And docs demand of Babe, a Haunch and Side ; 
But kungry Time, has both the Dames beguil d, 
The real Mother fcarce has half a Child ; 
Here Daniel lies in Lions Den forlorn, 
Alafs! poor Damiel! Den and Lions torn ; 
There Judith Holofternes brings to Bed 
And where you fee that Hole, once ftood his Head ; 
But thro that larger One, the good St.Paul 
Was let down in a Bafket. ---e-- and that’s all. 











Advertifements. 


1 

*1* Next Week will be publifhed, AG/cellanea 
Sacra, being 2 curious Colleétion of Poems on Di- 
vine and Moral Subjects; written by Bifhop Aing, 

Bifhop Ken; Sir Fohu Crofts, Mr. Charles Hop- 
kins, Mr. John Dryden, Mr. Prior, and other 
Celebrated Authors. To awhich will be an- 
nex’d, a fhorr Schemeof an admirable Propofal 
for the Relief of our Poor, and Encouragement of 
Trade ; humbly recommended to the Perufal of all 
Pious and Charitable Perfons. 

_*i4* There was lately fent to the Undertakers, 
the Broken Pipkin, a Tale ; but it being too long 
to be interted in this Paper, we have printed it 
ona half Sheet ; and it is to be had at Mr, Bragg’s, 
Price 1d. 

*1* All Gentlemen , Ladies, and others, who 
have any Copies of Verfes, Heroical, Humorours, 
Gallant, Satyrs, Odes, Epigrams, Riddles, Re- 
ceipts, Songs, Prologues, or Epilogues, €&s'c. ix 
Profe or Verfe, proper to infert in this Paper, ave 
defired to fend them to Mr. Playford, at the Tem- 
ale “Exchange, Fleet-ftreet; or Mr. Bragg, the 

ublifher, in Avemary-Lane, and they'll infinitely 
oblige the Undertakers, who will faithfully infert 
them. Whole Sets, or fingle Ones, my be had at the 
forementigned Places. 
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B, Bragg, at the Blue Ball in Avemary-Lane. 


1705. 





